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our fellow humans. Probably the females were learn-
ing to knit monstrously, and the males were culti-
vating  philosophical  interests   and   debated  among
themselves as to the Knower and the Known. But as
to that, I shall never be sure. Something, however, I
did learn, for Miss Tweedletop made two more remarks
before she tripped back into the lumber-room of my
uncared for memories. "You know," she said as casu-
ally as ever, "they're only kept now for their singing."
If she was as casual, I was as foolish as before,
for instead of boldly pressing for an explanation after
admitting my ignorance, I still concealed it and re-
marked: "Really? Only for their singing?" No doubt
I thought that, later, perhaps when we had joined the
others, by putting a question here and there I could
learn all I wanted without confessing my ignorance.
If so, I was sadly disappointed, and was rightly served
for my foolishness. Miss Tweedletop seemed faintly
indignant, as if the tone of my reply cast a shade of
doubt upon the ability of the beasts. "Yes," she said,
rather reproachfully, "but they sing so beautifully."
And then not a word more, for suddenly she and the
monsters and the park and the bright summer day
were all huddled away into the playbox of the night
and I found my nose sniffing at the cold morning,
and myself further from that park than I am from
Sirius.  Somewhere in the limbo of dreams, there is a
park in which, perhaps, the Berkshire Beasts, like
the morning stars, are singing together, singing so
beautifully.